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of the Snow and Silver Maid stayed at home to keep
company with the Lady of the Vase. She, forbidden to go to
the grave, went after the coffin to the gate. There she cried:
"Oh, baby, you have broken my heart/* and fell swooning.
As she fell, her head struck the gate; her cheeks were bruised,
and the golden pins fell out of her hair. Beauty of the Sno^
and Silver Maid'wfcnt forward and lifted her up. They took
her to her own room. There she saw the lonely bed with the
little drum shaped like the God of Longevity lying upon it.
This reminded her again of her lost child. She beat her hands
upon the table and sobbed bitterly.
Silver Maid grasped her hands. "Mother," she said, "please
don't cry any more. The baby has gone and cannot come back
to you however much you cry. You must console yourself.
Don't be so sad."
Beauty of the Snow said: "You are still young and you
will certainly have another child. I must not say all I think,
because, in this place, there are holes in the wall and eyes to
look through them, but it was she who schemed for this and
she will pay for it. It was she who killed the baby and the baby
will demand his life from her. You and I have had much to
suffer. She wants her husband all to herself and, whenever he
goes to anyone else, she is very angry. You know that our,
husband has not been to me for a long time. Well, the other
day he did come, and you saw what a fuss she made about it
and what she said about me to his daughter. I say nothing, but
I keep my eyes open and watch. We shall see to what sort of
an end that strumpet comes."
"Yes," said the Lady of the Vase, "she has made me suffer.
But I do not know when I shall die. It may be to-day or it
may be to-morrow and I cannot make trouble with her. I can
only leave her to go her own way."
The nurse Heart's Delight came in. She knelt down and
said: "There is something I must say to you* I have not dared
to do so before. The baby is dead and that is bad luck for me.
I am afraid his Lordship and the Great Lady will send me
away. My husband is.dead and I have nowhere to go."
The Lady of the Vase was distressed again. "The baby is
dead," she said, "but I am still alive. And even if I should die
to-morrow, you have served me well. I am sure they will not

